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Malay assured them, after the recipe of a late Sultan
of Morocco, effectually put a stop to the carrying out
of this idea,
Archibald retired to a corner and devoted himself
to the task of trying to feel better, while his master,
still on the mat, twisted from side to side in a vain
quest after comfort Apparently the inmates of the
surrounding verandas took the mullah for an acrobat,
and appreciated those struggles as much as they would
have done any mango tric.k. Their laughter and ex-
cited chattering sounded incessantly during the next
hour. After that the mullah grew easier, and, as the
air became cooler, silence descended on the courtyard.
About sunset the stolid Malay, who had withdrawn
after coffee, came back. Archibald heard him ask how
the mullah's indigestion was, saw his master give a
reassuring nod, and then, after further whispered talk
with the man, get up and beckon in true Malay fashion
by protruding his lips and twisting them from side to
side.
The African slave followed the pair through another
doorway which gave entrance to a dimly-lighted
chamber of some six feet square, the end of which
was covered entirely by a yellow embroidered curtain*
" Noodali," said his master, motioning him to
approach.
" Yessir."
A heavy frown from M'Wbizzle recalled him to
reality* He was, he remembered, an African slave*
w I am the servant of my master/' he remarked in
Malay.
It seemed an obvious thing to say, but it was the
K